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gone;

Beam on us, New
Year, from the
unfettered dawn;

: ( Brighten the in-

: land vales

And scent with violets all the icy gales,

. And fill the wandering sails.

Come with thy golden notes
Of music from a million feathered throats:

j_; Flash o’er the wind-blown deep;
*_‘_

ind thy sun-couriers where the ice fields
sleep
And bid the tollers reap.

Thy steps are on the hills—
Thy voice is heard in the tumultuous rills
That leap into the light;
Thy brow—freed from the thralldom of the
night
Is laurel-wreathed and bright.

Come in thy kingliest grace,
With glorious ; (fts undreamed-of for the
race;
And where thy empires be
There wave the flags of freedom o'er the
free—
Garlands of liberty!

.
Scatter thy gifts as broad

As rolls the world beneath the blue of God;
Wide swing thy door

Of plenty, till the wailings of the poor
Ascend to heaven no mare.

The olive branch of peace
Wave o'er earth’s wars and bid the battle
cease;
And where the red swords gleam
Undarkened may the snowy daisies dream—
Unstained the river's stream!

Give light unto the blind:
The scattered sheaves of every harvest
Yind; ‘
O'er every wayside clod
Lift thou thy scepter—thy commanding
rod,
Till altars rise to God.

Sing with thy hills and plains—
Thy winds that kiss the roses of thy rains,
Thy rivers violet-shored,
Thy ancient woodlands of the nymphs
adored,
Thy fields with treasure stored—

Freedom's divinest song,
Swept by the thunders of the world along,
Until the unbound sea

" 8hall lave no shore where shines not for

the free
The sun of liberty!
—Frank L. Stanton,
Herald.

in Chicago Times-
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T WAS the even-
ing of the last day
of the year, and
Mr. Newbury had
taken from  his
vest pocket a roll
of bills, his month’s

salary, and laid it on the table.

*I think we had better pay up the
rent before any of the other bills,” he
said. *“Gray stopped me on the street
to-day to speak about it. Says thereare
three months owing, and he needs the
money badly.”

“Dear me! that will take nearly half
of it,” said Mrs. Newbury, with a har-
rasseql expression, “and I promised 1
mwould pay the coal man and the gro-
cery man. They were both here to-
day, and they need the money, t00.”

“T wish you could pay for making my
dress,” said Maund Newbury, in an ag-
grieved and anxious tone. *I know
Mrs. Peters needs the pay, for Nellie
Peters comes to school in a dress that
is perfectly dreadful, and I feel so mean
every time 1 look at her that I want
to po somewhere and hide.”

Mrs. Newbury'’s face flushed.

“I had forgotten that bill,” she said,
remorsefully. “Mrs. Peters must cer-
tainly be paid.”

“I sh'd think the milk bill better be
paid,” spoke up Bob Newbury. “I'm
dead tired of telling Mrs. Dale that
‘Mother thinks she can pay you some-
thing on the bill next week." She's
got so she smiles a queer smile every
time I get off that old gag. Guess she
thinks next week never comes.”

Mrs. Newbury's face flushed more
deeply.

“I owe Norah three weeks’ wages, too,

“Jand she's getting impatient,” she said.

“There are two pairs of hose and a
neektie that I got trusted for at the
<cornen store,” said Mr. Newbury

“And I'm behind with the butcher,
and there's a little owing the baker,”
said Mrs. Newbury.

“For heaven's sake, how much do
we owe, and whom don't we owe?” ex-
claimed Mr. Newbury, wrinkling his
forehead in disgust.

“T’ll get paper and pencil and reckon
it up,” said Mrs. Newbury.

After setting down a column of fig-
ures, she added them, then, with a
deep sigh, passed the paper to her hus-
- band.

The amount was exactly the same as
the roll of bills on the table.

They looked at each other for a full
minute in silence. Then Mrs. New-
bury burst forth impetuously:

“I hate this way of living.”

“So/do I,” said Mr. Newbury, “but
what can we do about it?”

“I think it’s time we did something,”
said his wife. *“I despise and abomi-
nate debt more and more every day I
live. *Tis like being in the clutches
of one of those norrible marine mon-
sters we read about—the octopus, is it?
You get free of two or three of its
horrid arms or tentacles, and while you
do that the others tighten about you.

you get out of the grasp pf these
stronger ones, only to find that {he first
have got another hold, and that three

tﬁa water'%;g Lgginning to wind around
{you.” "

“Just s0.” assented Mr. Newbury.

“I don't see why we can't be even,
just_as well as Be a month behind all
the time,” continued Mrs. Newbury.
“But being a month behind, how are
we to get even?” queried Mr. Newbury.
“We might pay everything we owe,
and then not buy a thing till your next
pay day.” |

“Rather a heroic measure, wouldn't
that be?" said Mr. Newbury, doubt-
fully.

“I'm ready for heroic measures,” re-
turned Mrs. Newbury, defiantly.

“Well—I'll agree to it, if you want to
iry that plan. It is worthsome trouble
to get out of the grip of the octopus.”

“Oh!” cried Maud. “Would you really
do it? I think it would be lovely not
1o be owing anybody.”

“*Twould be jolly fun,” agreed Rob,
with enthusiasm. “Say! let’s sign a
paper—will you, mother?”

Mrs. Newbury meditated.

“I think,” she said, after a pause,
“that we could get along for a month.
We are quite well supplied with every-
thing.”

Maud had been seribbling on the
piece of paper which her mother had
used for figuring.

“Hear this,” she said.

“We, the undersigned, solemnly vow and
declare, that during the time to elapse be-
tween this last day of December!'and the
last day of January following, we will
neither borrow, buy, nor run in debt for
any thing or things whatsoever that we can
by any possibility exist without.”

“Put a date on it,” suggested Rob.

Maud followed the suggestion, then
looked toward her father.

“Will you sign it?"” she asked.

“Oh, yes; I'll sign it,” he answered,
cheerfully; then he wrote his name
with a flourish and handed the paper to
Mrs. Newbury.

She hesitated.

“Let us sign it, Maud, whilemother is
making up her mind,” said Rob, and he
and his sister affixed their names.

Then, slowly and deliberately, Mrs.
Newbury wrote her mame below the
others.

“Hurrah!" exclaimed Rob, exultantly,
snatching the paper and waving it
above his head. *“I haven’t got to go
after the milk for a whole month!”

“Oh, dear!” cried Mrs. Newbury, “I
forgot about milk. How can we live
without that?”

“Use water, of course,” said Rob.
“There's plenty of it—and ’tis paid for.”

get a situation in Boston, and I don™
know when I shall be able to get an-
other girl I like so well.”

“I think she will come back,” said
Maud, hopefully.

“Anyway, let's not cross any bridges
till we come to them,” said Mr. New-
bury. J
“It is foolish,” she answered, “and X
won't worry.”

“I declare!” she said a moment later,
after a search in her work basket. “I
believe lamentirely out of white thread,
and I do so want to finish this shirt to-
night. Rob, dear, won't you just slip
down to the corner and buy me a
spool ?”

“No, mother, I won't. Dreadfully sor-
ry, all the same,” answered Kob, his
eyves twinkling.

Mrs. Newbury looked at her usually
obliging son in surprise; Mr. Newbury
raised his eyes from his newspaper, and
Maud frowned disapprovingly. Then
the reason for his refusal flashed upon
them and they all broke into a laugh,
Mrs. Newbury's somewhat rueful.

“Evidently we didn’t realize what we
were enlisting for,” said Mr. Newbury,
“but now that we have ernlisted, we
might as well take things as they come
and get what fun we can out of them.”

“Now, mother, you can't sew on any-
thing white till the first of February,”
said Maud.

“No,” returned her mother, pensively,
“but I have plenty of dark thread. I
might buy the sateen for your waist
and be making that—"

Then she stopped suddenly, and there
was another laugh.

Mrs. Newbury went to rest early that
evening, and the others soon followed
her example.

The morning was all that a New
Year’s morning should be, cold, erisp,
still and sunshiny. Rob had the ex-
treme felicity of paying Mrs. Dale all
that was due her for milk, telling her at
the same time that no more would be
wanted for a month.

“Folks going away?” queried Mrs,
Dale.

“Well, no—not exactly,” stammered
Rob, and then hastily made his escape.

Mr. Newbury paid the rent and the
little account at the corner store; Mrs.
Newbury, the butcher, the baker, the
coal man and the grocery man, while
Maud's heart was rejoiced by paying
| Mrs. Peters for making her dress.

It thus happened for the first time in

Mr. Newbury lavghed.

“*We can do without milk that little
time, easily emough,” said Maud.

“Well,” said Mrs. Newbury, resigned-
ly, “if the rest of you can get along, 1
can.”

“What will you do about Norah?"
asked Mr. Newbury.

“Oh—XNorah!” gasped Mrs. Newbury.
“T can’t turn her off. Norah never en-
tered my head when [ signed thoa fool-
ish paper.”
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years that the Newburys were wholly
free from debt, and they confessed to
each other at night that this condition
10f affairs had made them feel at least
t an inch taller in stature, and sensibly
| increased the capacity of their lungs.
| Mr. Newbury’s work was at some dis-
| tance from his home, and he had been
accustomed to take his dinners at an
eating house.
“I think vou may put me up a lunch
to-day,” he observed to Mrs. Newbury,

“Perhaps she would takea vacation,”
proposed-Maud.

“I will call her in and pay her,” said
Mr. Newbury, “and see what she says.
But what would you do if she should
with sudden second thought. *It won't
pay for you to overwork.”

“I'll work every minute before and
after school,” said Maud, quickly.

“I'll bring in all the wood and ccal and
kindling, and take care of my own
room,” volunteered Rob.

“If you both help me half as much as
you say you will, I shall get along beau-
tifully,” said their mother. *I can put
out the washing, and—"

“0Oh, can you put out the washing?”
laughed Rob, derisively. “Guess you
disremember that document you just
put your name to, mother.”

“Sure enough,” returned his mother,
a little crestfaller. “So I did.”

“We’'ll wash Saturdays, and I'll do all
thé scrubbing,” said Maud. “I'll ven~
ture it won't be any harder work than
riding a bicyele.”

“I'll turn the wringer and hang out
the clothes, if vhat'll be any accommeo-
dation,” said Rob, magnanimously.

“Of course it will be a help,” cried
Maud. warmly, “and you're an angel to
offer.”

So Norah was called, and greatly to
her satisfaction, was paid in full. Then
the vacation plan was broached.

“Suare, thin, an’ T'd be glad to go.,”
exclaimed Norah, her eyes sparkling.
“*Tis a long time I've been wanting to
visit me sister in Boston, but feared
you'd turn me off if I mintioned it, and
I didn't want to lose me place. An’ I
can go to-morrow, did you say?”

“Yes, you can go to-morrow—if you
will be sure to come back at theend of
the month.”

Norah protested by all the saints that
she would return at the appointed time,
and then hastened away to make prep-
aration for her journey. .

“I'm afraid it is thelast we shall

20?” he asked, looking toward his wife |

MAUD LOOKED TOWARD HER FATHER.

 while they were at breakfast the second
| morning.
|  “Why, John!™ eried his wife, in dis-
| may, “you didn’t go without your din-
| ner yesterday ?”

“It strikes me I did,” he returned.
grimly.

“Wouldn't it be better to come home
to dinner?” began Mrs. Newbury, then
broke off suddenly to exclaim in still

| greater distress: *“And you had to
| 'walk—both ways!”
| I did,” said Mr. Newbury, while

| Maud looked concerned, and Rob gave
veut to a low whistle.

“Well, I think that is a case of neces-
sity. It istoo hard for you. You must
orrow some money of somebody,”
said Mrs. Newbury, with decision.

“Fiddlesticks!™ said Mr. Newbury,
his features relaxing with a smile.
“I'm not complaining. In fact, I rather
dike it. 8ix miles a day is nothing to
kill a man.”

“I'm not so certain of it,"” said Mrs.
Newbury, doubtingly.

“Well, T am,” laughed he. “AllI'm
afraid of is that it will give me such an
appetite that the cupboard will go bare
before the month is out.”

The first week passed quite comfort-
ably. With the housework to do Mrs.
Newbury did not miss the sewing she
couldn’t do; the table was well set, it
spite of the absence of meat and milk;
Mr. Newbury thrived on his fresh air
exercise, while Maud and Rob did the
same on their exercise indoors.

The second week was likewise fairly
comfortable. To be sure, Maud allowed
the nose of the coffee pot to melt coff,
and the coffee had to be made in a tin
pail, but this itself didn't much matter,
as the gpffee itself gave outa few days
afterward. It was this week also, that
Rob's rubber boots sprang a leak,.and
e had to fall back on a pair of Mand's
overshoes. Then some one asked Maud
to give ten cents toward a certain char-
itable object, and thought very meanly

of her fo- refusing. As s climax the

of uer,” sighed Mrs. Newburs, “She’ll | we

t's washing was rained on soon
F being hung out, and later frome
olidly to the line. But these trials

eve of -comparatively little moment,
med for the most part were easily en-

i 4

¥he third week began well. The
of which Mr. Newbury kept 20,
sponded nobly to the mild weather,
sl their eggs were a welcome addi-
ion to a vegetable diet. But om
Wednesday their feed gave out, and
they must be supplied from the house.
Other things gave out; apples, rolled
oats, and, worst of all, sugar.

Monday, Mrs. Newbury had an-
nounced that the kerosene barrel was
empty, and after ‘his the family made
a point of burning but one lamp at a
time, and of going to bed early.

Thursday it was decided that stiil
further economy of kerosene would be
neeessary. So Mrs. Newbury and Maud
prépared supper while it was day, and
then gat in the dark till Mr, Newbury
came. The lampwasthenlit,supperwas
hastily eaten, and while Maud washed
and wiped the' dishes her mother
made everything ready for getting
breakfast quickly, for Mr. Newbury
had to start away before the sun arose.
When Maud had finished the dishes,
the light was extinguished, and till bed
time the family sat around the sitting-
room fire, whiech shone through the
miea in the stove door and made the
room quite pleasant, though of course
reading, writing or sewing were en-
tirely out of the question. But they
could talk, and Maud eould play on the
piano for the others to sing, and all de-
clared kerosene was an article 'one
could exist very comfortably without,
while to grope one’s way to bed in the
dark was excellent exercise for one's
\ perceptive faculties.

“Well,” said Mr. Newbury, at the be-
ginning of the fourth week, “shall we
baek out?”

“No, don't!” eried Rob. “It's going to
be more fun this week than all the rest
put together!™

I don’t thinl it would be right to,”
said Maud. “We promised.”

*“It's the hardest on you,” said Mrs.
Newbury, looking at her husband, “with
your long walk and cold dinners.”

*You needn't back out on my ac-
count,” said Mr. Newbury. “I'm doing
nieely, thank you!”

“] don't want you to on my account,”
said Mrs. Newbury.

“Then we'll grit our teeth and keep
it up to the bitter end,” laughed Mr,
Newbary.

This last week opened with a tre-
mendous sopowstorm, followed Dby
zéro weather, and Mr. Newbury
found his three-mile walk no pleasure

mrsion.
SPhe house supplies began to run low.
What Indian meal, macaroni, split peas,
rice and potatoes there were had to be
given to the hens. DBut there was no
animal food, and the lack of this, to-
gether with the cold, had the effect of
reducing the number of eggs to two
or three a day, ool

And the Lutter gave out and the
IQlu::orte'niI:l;@,r. In fact, there was hard-
ly amything left of a substantial na-
ture excepting flour and canned fruit.

Saturday was rainy, and the soap box
was empty, so the washing had to be
done with a small remnant of washing
powder and dried in the attic.

day was rainy also, and seemed
intérminable, but the family spirits
were good, for now the end was in sight.
- The last day of the last week in Jan-
uary came, and Mr. Newbury returned
home at night to a frugal supper and
three smiling and triumphant individ-
uvals.

“Well, we've done it,” he exclaimed
gleefully, opering his pocketbook and
displaying a roll of bills. *“Here’s a
whele month's salary, and wedon't owe
a cent of it.”

“It is worth all it has cost,” said Mrs.
Newbury, in a tone of conviction,
“though the past week has been simply
dreadful, and I hope and pray I may
never have to live another like it.”

“It was like a siege,” said Maud, “and
I'm proud to think we held out.”

“"Twas a jolly lark,” said Rob, with
a chuekle, “but all the same I"m rather
glad it's over, and that we're going ta
have something toeat. I'ma trifle tired
of butterless biscuit, milkless cocor. and
sugarless sauce.”

“And I suspicion that mother is tired
of a Norah-less kitchen,” laughed Maud,

She had hardly spoken when there
was the sound of the outside door bes
ing opened and Norah's voice was heard
directing some one about her trunk.

Mrs. Newbury drew a long breath.

“It needed but this to make my happi
ness complete,” she murmured.

“Now,” she said, when Norah had
been greeted and had gone upstairs,
l¢‘now why not extend our New Year's
resolution or one clause of it, rather?"

“For how long?”

“Oh~—forever. lLet us make it a rule
of our lives never to get in debt, but
to pay cash for every single thing we
buy at the time we buy it."”

“Yes,” said Maud, “now we're safely
out of the clutches of the octopus, do,
for pity's sake, let us keep out.”

“I really think that is the honest
way,” said Mr, Newbury. “If wecan’t
pay for a thing, what right have we to
buy it? XNouve at all.”

So the Nawburys turned over a new
lcaf and paid as they went, and after
only a brief trial of this plan they liked
it so well that aothing save dire neces-
sity would have induced them to go
back to the old, slipshod way. True,
they sometimes miscalculated and fell
short, and had to practice self-denjal
for longer or shorter periods, but the
discipline was useful and led to a better
calculation and a wiser economy.—
Elizabeth Robbins, in Tadies’ World.

A Probabliity.

Mrs. Commute--Saml, what do you
suppose causes that diszgTeeable odor
aear the meat cafe?

Sarab—I don’t know, mum, except
perhaps some of the sausages we had
iu; eek fell down and got Bwrted—
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THE NEWS THAT BECOMES HISTORY

National and Inter-) The Wrexry will continue to participate
national Politics | in the great political events of our coun-
Social and Economic | V- It will treat ocfl thehsméiai alnd eco-
} nomic questions, and of the development

Ills::t“rliol'g t | of the middle west. It special F::m--rr:-
al Enterprise | spondent in the Klondike region will trace
Art and Literature | the story of the great gold discoveries.

LONG SERIALS AND SHORT STORIES

THE RED AXE o
By 5. R, CROCKETT
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\ By FRANE R STOCKTON

Two long serialswill appear during the /
year, contributed by authors of inter-
national fame, and will be illustrated.

Owen Wister ! These and a score of equally prominent
Howard Pyle ywriters will contribute short stories to the
John Kendrick Bangs  Weex1.v in 1398, making the paper espe-
Mary E. Wilkins ‘cially rich infiction. Other features are the
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Supplement fashion supplement. {Cut paper patterns
PP of certain gowns in each number will be
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A 3,'_“’99‘.;’ Pattern <connection with each ‘ssue at a uniform
price. The Bazar will also publish bi-
Sheet weekly, free, an outline pattern sheet.
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. O | Action.
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SOME OF THE STRIKING FEATURES FOR 1898
THREE SERIAL STORIES

THE ADVENTURERS FOUR FOR A FORTUNE THE COPPER PRINCESS
By H B.MARRIOTT WATSON By ALBERT LEE By KIRK NMUNROE

is a thrilling story of a fight for isa stirring narrative of four It isin the bowelsof the earthwhere
a treasure concealed in an old companions who have lo- the hero has his adventures, and
castle in the mountains of Wales. cated a long lost fortune. from where he rescues the Princess.

SHORT FICTION
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